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THE LAND ОЕ THE LOST 


by 
ISABEL MANNING HEWSON 


Illustrated by OLIVE BAILEY 


Billy, 13, and Isabel, 11, fishing 
from their rowboat, catch Red Lan- 
tern, the Guiding Light to the Land 
of the Lost. In return for letting him 
go, Red Tanlern takes them to the 
wonderful kingdom under the sea 
where all lost things eventually ar- 
rive. Here Isabel and Billy find the 
doll Henrietta that Isabel had lost 
overboard and the wooden soldier, 
Sergeant Pine, who is now a captain. 
Then there is the villainous Kid 
Squid and his band of cuttlefish who 
nearly prevent Isabel and Billy’s re- 
turn to earth. Best of all are the 
Knives of the Square Table with 
Billy's lost Jack Knife, the Great 
Horn Spoon, Sir Keen Carver and 
Lavinia Ladle. 

These fascinating stories have 
been developed from Isabel Man- 
ning Hewson's Blue Network radio 
program, THE LAND OF THE LOST, 
which — at the time this book goes 
to press — is carried on more than 80 
radio stations throughout the United 
States. Mrs. Hewson also reports that 
there are now more than 3500 Land 
of the Lost Clubs and the number is 
growing daily. 
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T ALL began when Henrietta took a swan dive into the 
lake. 


One minute she was propped against the edge of the 


rowboat and the next, before Isabel could even clutch at her, 
she was overboard and out of sight, green dress, red curls, and 
all. 

“Oh, Billy,” cried Isabel, horrified, “Henrietta has fallen 
ins 

“Gee, that’s too bad,” Billy grunted, “but you know you 
had no business trying to wash that doll’s hair in the lake.” 

“I know, Billy, but try to get her back with your hook and 


line, won't you? She fell in right here.” 
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They peered into the water, but the sun, dancing on the 
surface, made hundreds of dazzling lights and reflections. 
They couldn't see very deep. Billy took his line and dropped 
it overboard. And though he tried a dozen different places, 
the hook didn’t catch on anything. 


“It’s no use,” he said; “she must have drifted away.” But 
Just then the line tightened in his hands and things began to 
happen. 

Waves rocked the boat, slapped against the sides, Something 
broke the surface with a mighty splash and water flew every- 
where. For a second their eyes were blinded with spray—then 
there was a loud plop and a great flopping in the bottom of 
the boat. 

“Oh, Billy!” Isabel wailed. “It isn’t Henrietta at all! It’s just 
a fish!” 

“Just a fish!” Billy retorted indignantly. “It’s a whopper, 
the biggest I ever caught.” He took hold of the hook and be- 
gan to pull it out of the fish’s mouth. 

“Ouch!” snapped a voice. “My scales alive, who ever 
showed you how to take a hook out?” 

“Billy!” Isabel exclaimed. “Who said that?” 

“T, of course,” the fish retorted. “Who e/se had a hook in 
his mouth?” 


“You!” Billy stammered. “But—but I didn’t know fish 
could talk.” 


The fish gave an impatient flip of his tail. “Who said they 
couldn't? J can.” His voice grew wheedling. “Put me back іп 
the lake and Pl let you in on a lot of things you don’t know.” 

“Like what?” Isabel demanded. 


“Well,” the fish said slyly, “I could give you magic sea- 
weed so you could breathe under water.” 

Isabel and Billy looked at each other. Magic seaweed? It 
certainly sounded like a fish story. But before either of them 
could answer, the fish asked a startling question. 

“How would you like to see Henrietta, your doll, again, 
Isabel? And that jackknife you dropped overboard last week, 
Billy? Oh, yes! I know all about both of them. You see, Pm 
Red Lantern, the Guiding Light to the Land of the Lost.” 

“The Land of the Lost?” echoed Isabel. “Whats that?” 


“It’s a wondrous kingdom at the bottom of the sea where 
everything that is lost on earth finds its way.” The fish was 
beginning to gasp a little. “I—I could take you there, if youd 
just put me back in the water.” 

“Could you take us there zow, if we let you get the magic 
seaweed?” demanded Billy. 

“Absolutely,” the fish panted, “and may I be fried in bread 
crumbs if Pm not back with it inside of two minutes.” 

- Billy shrugged. “All right,” he said. “Here you go!” 

There was a splash, and off darted Red Lantern through the 


water. Isabel and Billy watched him, fascinated, for when he 
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was in the boat, hed been just fsh-co/ored, but now, back in 


the lake, he glowed all over like a crimson lamp! 


“Oh, boy! Look at him go!” cried Billy. Then, as the red 
streak faded out of sight, he said sheepishly, “Magic seaweed 


and a kingdom beneath the sea! The whole thing’s silly!” 


Yet he didn’t take his eyes from the direction in which Red 
Lantern had vanished. And, as time passed with not even a 


ripple on the lake’s calm surface, he felt strangely disappointed. 


He was about to turn away when Isabel cried: “Billy, look! 
He’s coming back!” 

And he was! There was a flash of crimson in the water. A 
second later, up popped Red Lantern’s head beside the boat, 
something clenched tightly between his teeth. Billy reached 


over and took it. 


“It’s seaweed all right,” he admitted, examining it closely, 


“but whats so magic about it?” 


Red Lantern gave a chuckle that sounded like rain in a 
water pipe. “It isn’t magic till I put the magic iz. Hold it tight 
now. All set?” His voice grew solemn and faraway as he spoke 


these words: 


O magic seaweed, tempest-tossed, 
"Take us to the Land of the Lost! 
Isabel first, and then comes Billy— 


Presto—chango—willy-nilly! 
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Isabel and Billy eyed the seaweed expectantly. Nothing was 
happening to it! 

“But it’s just the same!” Isabel cried. “It hasn't changed 
abit!” 


“Oh, hasn’t it?” Red Lantern said airily. “Stuff it in your 


pockets now, and slip into the water. Үо see; 1011 work.” 


Isabel hesitated for an instant; then she scrambled after 
Billy over the edge of the boat, closed her eyes, and p/op—in 
she went, down, down, down—the most wonderful feeling 


* coming over her! 


“Why, this is like floating in the air!” she exclaimed, 


delighted. 


Billy agreed. “Sure is! You can breathe and talk and every- 
thing!” 

“Didn’t I tell you?” Red Lantern laughed, gliding along 
close beside them. “But hang onto that magic seaweed. What- 
ever happens, don’t let it go.” 

“We won't,” they promised. Then, for the first time, they 
noticed how much larger Red Lantern seemed. “Why, you’re 
awfully big now,” Billy said to him, surprised. “Ever so much 
bigger than you were in the boat.” 

“Oh, that’s because—just because I was a fish out of water,” 
Red Lantern answered lightly. “Get a ripple on now; we’re 


coming to the tunnel.” 


A great wall of rock loomed straight ahead. There was a 
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round opening in the middle. 


“This is the underwater tunnel,” their guide sang out as 
they entered. “It leads to the sea.” It was dark inside, but Red 
Lantern’s magic light glowed even brighter as he piloted them 


along. 


In no time at all they came out the other end, where a vast 


world of water lay before them. 


“Well, here’s where we’ll catch a sea current for the Land 
of the Lost,” Red Lantern told them. “But first PI call up and 


see how they're running.” 


“Call up?” said Billy. “But you don’t have telephones down 


here, do you?” 


“Of course. We have the Shell Telephone Company and 
the Coastal Shellagraph. We have air mail, too—the flying fish 
carry it.” 

With that, Red Lantern drifted over to what looked like a 
big sea shell fastened to the wall and opened it with a flip of 
his fin. Inside was a queer-looking instrument with a mouth- 
piece and a receiver, which he began to jiggle up and down 
impatiently. 

“Come on, operator,” he urged, “connect me with the 
Grand Oceanic Terminal, please.” 

` Then, turning to Isabel and Billy, he remarked: “You know 
these operators really have their flippers full, handling all the 
calls that pass through the switchboard. We’re thinking about 
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putting in octopuses. More efficient, you know, with those 


eight arms. . . . Oh, hello! Terminal? When's the next cur- 
rent for the Land of the Lost? . . . Thank you, that’s fine!” 
He hung up, snapped the big shell back against the wall. 
“We're in luck,” he announced; “the Lightning Flash is due 
any minute—got delayed, it appears, by a gang of mackerel 
on their way to school.” 
He led the way to a near-by ledge and said, “Here’s where 


we wait. . . . Aha, the current’s coming now!” 


At first Isabel and Billy heard nothing. Then there was a 
humming sound that grew nearer and nearer, till it swelled to 
a tremendous, almost frightening, roar. 
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“There it is!” cried Red Lantern. “When I say ‘Go,’ step 
lively or well miss it!” 

. Isabel clutched Billy’s hand, and when Red Lantern shouted 
the signal, they slid blindly off the ledge. 

As they did, the roaring stopped and they found themselves 
speeding along on a current that purred smoothly through the 
ocean. Past sea gardens they went and through great winding 
forests of pink and red coral. 1 

“You see, there’s really nothing to it,” chuckled Red 
Lantern. “Once you find your sea legs, you'll get along 
swimmingly.” 

But Isabel scarcely heard him. She was staring around her 
in astonishment, and being stared at, for there were other pas- 
sengers on the current—curious-looking creatures with fins 
and scales. Directly across from her was a turtle with a shop- 
ping bag. 

“That's old Abigail,” Red Lantern whispered. “She was а 
friend of my great-grandmother’s. The stout party is Bismarck 
the Herring, and that thin fellow talking to himself is Al 
Snootfish, the poet.” 

“Who's the funny-looking one with the green whiskers?” 
Isabel inquired. “Why, he has only one eye, and 198 right in 
the top of his head!” 

‚Before Red Lantern could answer, the big, ugly fish she 
was talking about turned, rolled his eye around, and glared at 


her. Then he crossed the aisle and came quite close. 
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“Funny-looking yourself,” һе snorted, “уег-у funny- g 
looking.” 
Isabel blushed. “See what happens when you make remarks 


about strangers?” Red Lantern said quietly. 


“I didn’t think he’d hear me,” Isabel stammered. “Pm very 


sorry. I didn’t ean to be rude, Mr. Fish.” 


“Uh, that's as may be,” he grunted ungraciously and started 


back to his place. 


Suddenly the tip of his nose began to twitch and his green 
whiskers waved wildly. “Ohhhhh!” he exclaimed. “What do 
I smell? Seaweed! My favorite vegetable! Where is it? I want 


some!” 


He wheeled about, sniffed again. “A ha, Pm getting warmer. 
Mmmmmhm, maybe you two have it?” 

“Go ’way!” Billy protested. “It’s magic seaweed. We need 
it.” 

“What for?” demanded the fish, waggling his long whiskers 
challengingly. “Do уои eat it?” 

“Certainly not,” Billy retorted. “We have to have it so we 
can breathe under water.” 

“Ho, ho,” jeered the stranger, “whom are you trying to 
fool? I have no magic seaweed, and I can breathe under water. 
Watch.” 

‚He flapped his gills rapidly, shooting big bubbles up on 
each side of his head. 
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aes 
г don’t understand, Fish,” Red Lantern interrupted. 


“These are earth people. They can't breathe under water with- 
peop ey. 


out magic seaweed.” а 


“Earth people, eh,” the fish snarled. “Earth people! You 
know what they do to us fish up on earth? They catch us on 
hooks and then they cook us over a hot fire and serve us with 


lemon. Ugh! I hate lemon! Give me that seaweed.” 


He circled round and round Isabel, faster and faster. She 
clutched the pocket where she’d put her precious seaweed. It 
was the worst thing to do, for the fish knew at once where it 
was. He lunged at Isabel, knocked her hand aside, and snatched 
the seaweed in his jaws. She grabbed the end of it quickly and 
tried to hold on. 


“Oh, help, Billy!” she screamed. “I can't breathe. I can’t 
stop him. I’m choking! I’m going to drown!” The great green 
ocean, which had seemed so friendly until that moment, began 


to close in with a roaring swirl. 


Billy lunged at the fish and tried to knock him over, but 
Red Lantern cried, “Never mind about that, Billy! Quick! 


Give Isabel some of your seaweed before it’s too late!” 


Instantly Billy tore-his own magic seaweed apart and thrust 
a big piece into his sister’s hand. At the very touch of it she 
began to breathe again, and the wonderful light buoyant feel- 
ing came back. 


“Oh, oh, I thought I was going to drown!” she gasped. 
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“You almost did,” Red Lantern said grimly. Then he turned 
in anger to the one-eyed fish, who was chewing the seaweed 
he’d stolen from Isabel and smacking his lips rudely. “Get 
right off this current,” Red Lantern stormed, “and don’t let 
me catch you hanging around again, or so help me, 1711-171 
make you see starfish!” ( 

The ugly fish blinked. “I’m not afraid of you,” he scoffed. 
“Pl be back, don’t worry! Pll be back for more seaweed, and 
ГІ bring all my friends!” 

He flipped off the current, and as he vanished, Isabel ex- 
claimed, “Oh, Red Lantern, what?ll we do? I’m afraid of him!” 

“Don’t worry, Isabel,” Red Lantern consoled her. “We're 
practically at the Land of the Lost right now. See? The cur- 
rent’s slowing down. Off you go! Quickly!” 
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And there they were at last—standing in a vast, dim region 
on the very floor of the ocean. Before them, barring their 
way, rose a great seaweed curtain, heavy and dark. 

“This is it, tadpoles,” Red Lantern announced. “The Magic 
Seaweed Curtain, put here to tangle up everything and every- 
body who shouldn’t go into the Land of the Lost.” 

“Won't it tangle ws?” Billy inquired. 

“Not when I speak to it,” Red Lantern said, and once more 
in a faraway tone, he chanted: 

Magic curtain, open wide, 
Let these two and me inside. 

Breathlessly they waited. . . . Slowly, with a faint, musical 
rustle, the great curtain parted. A radiant pale green light 
poured over them. 


Isabel and Billy were in the Land of the Lost! 
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S THE magic curtain, whispering mysteriously of thou- 
sands of secrets, fell to behind them, Isabel and Billy 


stepped forward. 


White sand beneath their feet was scattered with shells, 
twinkling like jewels. Towering sea plants waved their long, 
graceful fronds, and from the distance they caught the gleam 


of palace walls and pearly-tinted towers. 


A deep, kindly voice closed around them, seeming to come, 
like an echo, from everywhere. “Welcome! Welcome, earth 
children, to the Land of the Lost.” 
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Isabel and Billy were too startled to speak. Red Lantern said 
softly, “Don’t be alarmed. That’s King Find-All’s voice. He 
rules over all the Land of the Lost. You can hear him speak, 
but you can never see him. He is invisible.” 

The voice of King Find-All continued: “Isabel and Billy, 
you are the first earth people ever to visit this kingdom, and 
you are admitted only because you spared Red Lantern’s life. 
From now on, we grant you the privilege of coming as often 
as you like, provided you obey our most important law. You 
must never try to take anything you find here back to earth 
with you.” 

“Oh, but, King Find-All,” Isabel pleaded, “what about my 
doll, Henrietta? She was lost only today.” 

“My child, that does not matter. If she’s here, you can’t 
take her away, but you may see her. Pll have my finographer, 
Miss Spotty, check her whereabouts at once.” 

A buzzer sounded, then a small click. 

“Yes, Your Majesty?” a flat, fishy voice answered. 

“Miss Spotty,” King Find-All directed, “get a report at 
once on one doll named Henrietta, missing since this after- 
noon. Describe her, please, Isabel.” 

“Oh, she’s beautiful, Your Majesty. She has lovely red hair 
and a green dress with white polka dots, and brown eyes that 
move. Real eyelashes, too!” 

“Miss Spotty, missing doll has red hair, brown eyes. When 
last seen, was wearing a green dress. Kindly check right away.” 


22 


Again came the click of the switch and King F ind-All con- 
cluded, “Red Lantern, you may now take Isabel and Billy to 
whatever part of the Land of the Lost they wish to visit. Pl 
send the report to you as soon as it is ready.” His voice faded 
away. 

“Well, tadpoles,” Red Lantern said, “something tells me 
your first choice will be the Land of Lost Toys. Am I right?” 

“Oh, yes!” they both answered. So, down a short passage 
Isabel and Billy followed Red Lantern until they came to a 
little blue gate. Beyond it, they heard music—merry-go-round 
music, tinkly and gay with a hop-skip-and-a-jump to it. 

Billy started forward cagerly, but Red Lantern waved a re- 
proving fin. “Hold on! Hold on! Let me speak to the gate 
before you go barging through. Do you think it hasn't any 
feelings? Gates appreciate little courtesies—like this: 

Greetings, Gate— 
Evaporate!” 

And evaporate it did, with a sudden pop like the bursting 
of a big soap bubble! Isabel and Billy hurried into Toyland. 

It was like a million Christmases and Easters all rolled into 
one! Clowns and dolls and teddy bears—skates and velocipedes 
—all kinds of toys ever seen on earth were rushing around 
everywhere—a// come to life! 

“Isabel, look at the fire engines!” Billy shouted above the 
clamor. “With a real hook and ladder! I wonder where the 
fire is?” ; 
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“Oh, it’s probably just another house of cards going down,” 
Red Lantern remarked drily. “They wi// keep trying to wire 
those things with electric eels.” 5 

Just then, a whole fleet of model airplanes zoomed over- 
head. “The Thief of Bagdad’s plane in the lead,” he pointed 
out. “He used to fly around on a magic carpet—till the moths 
got in it . . . Aha, Zere's a sight, the Toyland Marines!” 

From the left came a burst of gay martial music and a com- 
pany of bravely painted wooden marines swung into view. 

“They’re a fine body of men,” Red Lantern declared with 
pride. “You should have seen them storm Peppermint Hill the 
time the Barber of Seville tried to steal all the peppermint sticks 
for barber poles.” 

Closer and closer marched the marines until they were di- 
rectly in front of Isabel and Billy. “Company . . . halt!” 
their officer commanded. “At ease!” 

“Billy,” Isabel whispered, “doesn’t that officer look 
familiar?” 

“Yes, kind of—why, it looks just like . . . just like our 
old wooden soldier, Sergeant Pine! Oh, Sergeant,” Billy called, 
“Sergeant Pine!” 

“He’s a Captain now,” cautioned Red Lantern. 

The dapper officer did a smart left face. “Somebody call 
me?” he asked sharply. “Why . . . why, for the love of 
Montezuma! My old pals! What are уои doing down here? 


Are you lost, too?” 








“No, but Henrietta is,” Isabel told him, “and we're hunting 
for her.” 

Captain Pine thought for a second. “Henrietta? . . . 
Henrietta? Oh, yes, I remember. So she’s down here? Red- 
headed! Cute little doll. If I weren’t on duty, Pd help you 
look for her.” 





At that moment a warning ping rang out and King Find- 
AlPs voice interrupted: “Calling Red П Message for 
Red Lantern. Henrietta has been located. She is in the Doll 
Hospital. That is all.” 


“In the hospital? Oh, dear, she must be hurt!” Isabel 


lamented. 


“Now don’t worry,” Red Lantern said reassuringly. “We'll 


find her right away.” 


He whisked them down a garden path, past a little merry- 
go-round, and in through the door of a neat white building 
that was marked DOLL HOSPITAL. A strong, clean smell of paint 
and glue and varnish drifted down the hushed corridors. 


Posted on a wall was a list of the patients. 


“Here's her name—room 17,” said Red Lantern. “That1l 


be down this way.” 


They tiptoed after him and when they came to the door of 
the room, Isabel opened it cautiously. “Henrietta?” she called 


softly. “Henrietta, are you here?” 


A high little voice exclaimed, “Isabel! Oh, Isabel, what are 


you doing down here?” 


There was a rush of doll footsteps and Henrietta was in 


Isabel’s arms. 


“I came to find you,” Isabel began, and then paused іп 


amazement. “My goodness, you aren’t hurt at all! I was afraid 
У py 
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something terrible had happened to you when we heard you 


were in the hospital. But yowre not even in bed. And you’re 
more beautiful than ever!” 

Henrietta smiled and tossed her red curls. “Of course, Iam. 
I only came to the hospital to get a new complexion.” 

“A new complexion? What for?” Isabel asked. 

“We-ll, Pd needed a new one for such a long time,” 
Henrietta explained slowly. “Ever since you left me outdoors . 
all night in the rain and it washed my pink cheeks away. I was 
always ashamed to have a.certain person see me. And after you 
dropped me and a piece got chipped off my nose—why—why, 
I just couldn’t stand it. He disappeared, too, and then—then 
I had to come down to the Land of the Lost. . . 7 
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“What are you talking about? Come down to the Land of 
the Lost!” Isabel repeated, puzzled. “You mean you didn’t 
fall overboard today by accident? And how did you know the 
way here, anyhow?” 

“I wasn’t exactly sure about it,” Henrietta admitted, “but 
all toys know that when they disappear, they go to the Land 
of the Lost. So I thought that if Z disappeared as 4e did, I could 


find him again—” 

“Who is this 4e you keep talking about, Henrietta?” Billy 
interrupted impatiently. 

“Oh, somebody you used to know,” Henrietta giggled. 

“Sailorman?” Billy guessed. 

“No, not Sailorman. I never took that old bundle of sawdust 
seriously!” 

“PI bet J know,” Billy grinned. “We met him just before 
we came to the hospital.” 

“Ooooooh! You did?” Henrietta blushed. 


“Sure, Sergeant—er—Captain Pine of the Toyland Marines. 
He’s been promoted since he came here.” 

“We told him we were looking for you,” Isabel broke in. 
“He said he’d be hunting for you too if he weren’t on duty.” 

“Mmmmhm, did he, really?” asked Henrietta. “How won- 
derful! I can hardly wait to see him, "specially now that Pm as 


pretty as I was on your birthday when I first came to you, 
Isabel.” 
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A sudden trill came from the bell of the Shellaphone on the 
wall. Red Lantern caught up the receiver and listened for a 
few moments. Then he said, “Very good, Your Majesty. Pl 


get to work on it at once.” 


Turning to Isabel and Billy he explained, “I’m afraid we’ll 
have to go back to earth now. King Find-All wants me to 
check a big shipment of pins and needles, and that means well 
have to catch the next current. Sorry I have to rush you off so 


soon, but it can’t be helped.” 


“You mean you even bother with pins and needles in the 
Land of the Lost?” Billy exclaimed. 


“Why, of course,” said Red Lantern. “Haven’t you ever 
noticed how fast they disappear when you drop them? That’s 
because we pull them down here with a supermagnet. Just a 
little service we extend to you earth people. Otherwise, yowd 
be sitting on pins and needles all the time. But come on. If 
we're to catch the current before it leaves the Grand Oceanic 


Terminal, well have to splash along.” 


“Oh, let me go as far as the Terminal with you,” Henrietta 
begged. “I’m ready to leave the hospital anyhow, and we might 
just happen to meet the Captain on the way.” 

Red Lantern chuckled. “All right, Henrietta, but take 
Isabel’s hand and hold on tight so we won’t get separated.” 

Keeping up with Red Lantern wasn’t easy because he darted 


in and out of the crowd so much faster than they could. And 
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it grew even harder when they came into the Grand Oceanic 
Terminal, for the rush hour was on. Thousands of strange 
finny creatures were streaming through its enormous arch- 


way, all pushing and shoving toward the various currents. 


“Stay close to me!” Red Lantern warned them. “The 
Barracuda Flash leaves in two minutes on Track Number 9, 


the other side of the Terminal.” 


Just as they started in that direction, a warning siren wailed. 
Then King Find-All’s voice boomed: “Attention, please! 
Attention, everyone! The Undersea Weather Bureau has just 
notified me by short wave that the biggest seaphoon in years 
is moving in this direction from the Sargasso Sea: No one who 
stays inside the Land of the Lost will be in danger. Those who 
must leave are advised to do so at once on the Barracuda Flash. 
Anyone taking a later current does so at his own risk. I have 
called out the Toyland Marines to preserve order at the Termi- 
nal. That is all.” 


“А seaphoon!” exclaimed Isabel. “Whats that, Red 


Lantern?” 


“An undersea storm,” he replied hurriedly. “And it means 
that we simply must catch the Flash. These storms last for 
days sometimes, and if this one comes before you two get back 
to earth, there's no telling how long youd have to stay down 


here. So keep pushing straight ahead to Track Number 9.” 


Billy craned his neck to see above the crowd. “It’s the 
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farthest of all? he complained, just as he caught sight of some- 
thing—something which made him slacken speed and pause 


uncertainly. 


Drawn up across their path were the most hideous-looking 
creatures he had ever seen—enormous, dark bodies, with long, 
squirming tentacles that swayed hungrily to and fro. And 
directly in front of them hovered the largest of all—a huge 
gray octopus. 

“Red Lantern!” Billy tried to keep his voice steady. “Do 
you see what I see?” 

Red Lantern came to a sudden stop. “Great Gudgeon’s 
ghost! Get behind me, quick! It’s Kid Squid,.the Octopus, 
and his band of cuttlefish!” 


Isabel shivered as a familiar form drifted into sight beside 
the octopus. It was the green-whiskered fish who had stolen 
her seaweed. He had said he’d be back—and here he was— 


with ‘his friends. 


She could hear his guttural voice as he spoke to the giant 
squid. “The earth folks are coming. Get ready to close in, 
1» 


boys 
The band of cuttlefish stretched out their line until it looked 
like a hedge alive with writhing snakes. 


Henrietta screamed in fright. 


“So that’s your game!” Red Lantern cried. “To make us 


miss the Barracuda Flash!” 





The big octopus in front answered in a rumbling voice, 


“Yeah—and who's going to stop us?” 

“You tell “еп, Squid,” the one-eyed fish laughed. “Only 
remember, fellows, don’t squirt till you see the whites of their 
eyes!” j 

“Come on, let’s make a dash for it!” Red Lantern called; 
and straight toward the enemy he charged. 

“Oh, no, you don’t,” snarled the green-whiskered leader. 
“Close in, boys, let em have it!” 

Swish! In one sweeping movement the cuttlefish had made 


a ring around them. At the same time, there was a horrible 
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gurgling, and great black billows swirled on every side. The 
cuttlefish were squirting ink—huge clouds of ink! 

Billy choked and fell back. Isabel reached out for Red 
Lantern—touched something slimy and drew her hand away 
in terror. s 

Henrietta, stumbling along beside Isabel, shrieked, “Help! 
Oh, help! Captain Pine! Toyland Marines!” 

As if in answer, came the faint roll of drums and the clump 
of marching feet. 

“Here I am, tadpoles, this way,” Red Lantern cried from 
somewhere in the blackness. But it was so dense they couldn't 
see him. 

“They're licked, Kid Squid,” the one-eyed fish exulted. 
“We have "em right where we want ’em!” 

“Captain Pine!” Henrietta called again desperately. “Oh, 
Captain, hurry. Something terrible will happen to us if yowre 
too late!” 

The drums were louder now and the marching rhythm 
closer, but the sounds were still outside the Terminal. 

At that moment, King Find-All’s voice cut through the 
din. “Red Lantern! Red Lantern!” it echoed. “Remember 
your magic power. Get hot, Red Lantern, gez red-hot!” 

His words hardly faded away before a spot of red began to 
glow in the darkness. Brighter and larger it grew, until— 

“Billy! Look!” cried Isabel. “I can see Red Lantern! He’s 


flashing like a crimson light!” 
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“Out of our way!” Red Lantern yelled. “PI scorch any 
fish that tries to touch these earth children!” 

“You will, huh?” bellowed Kid Squid, charging at him. 
The next instant, there was an ugly sizzle and Kid Squid 
reeled back with a yelp of pain. 

Red Lantern plowed full steam against the others. Howls 
of anguish ‘arose and the one-eyed fish commanded, “Back, 
fellows, back. Form ranks for a new attack. And keep out of 
Кед? way or he’ll cook us all alive.” 

“The inkout’s lifting a little,” Billy shouted encouragingly. 

“Yes, but they’re going to make another attack,” Isabel 
replied fearfully. 

“No, they won’t! Hear that! The Marines have come!” 
Henrietta cried excitedly. 

Across the Terminal a voice shouted: “Forward on the 
double! Charge!” 

“Ies the Captain!” exclaimed Henrietta. “He's in time. 
He’ll save us!” 

“The Marines!” Kid Squid warned. “Clear out, everybody! 
Make your getaway. Meet at the usual place—” He broke off 
abruptly as a marine dashed up and hit him over the head. 

Fighting broke out all around them as the inkout gradually 
lifted. Isabel and Billy watched the Marines making short work 
of the cuttlefish. Captain Pine rushed from one struggling 
group to another, giving orders, trading a blow here and there 


with the enemy. 
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“Oooooh, isn’t he wonderful!” Henrietta sighed. “So brave. 


Do my curls look all right, Isabel?” 


“Henrietta! How can you think about your ай” at a time 
like this?” Isabel exclaimed. “We're still in danger. We have 
to make that current or goodness knows what will happen 


to us.” 


“Hurry, Isabel and Billy,” Red Lantern called, and then to 
Snorky, the seal, he shouted, “Hold the current, we're com- 
ing!” 

Isabel, still dragging Henrietta by the hand, started to run 
toward him. Henrietta kept looking back over her shoulder 
to where Captain Pine and his men were rounding up the last 
of the cuttlefish. 


“Look, Isabel, they're all prisoners now,” she declared en- 
thusiastically. “See, the Marines are marching them off—and, 
oh, dear, the Captain’s going with them. He isn't coming to 


speak to us even... . ” 


They had almost reached the gate when Henrietta slipped 
her hand out of Isabel’s. “Here's where I have to tell you 
good-by,” she said. “I couldn’t go back to earth, even if I 
wanted to, and—and, Isabel, I—I don’t want to—now. You 


—you understand, don’t you?” 


Before Isabel had time to answer, a figure in uniform came 
pushing through the crowd. Captain Pine dashed up and 
saluted Red Lantern. 
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“Gangsters all captured and lodged in jail,” he reported 
stiffly. 

“Fine work, Captain; theyll be dealt with later. Now, 
there's just one more—er—small duty. I have to take Isabel 
and Billy back to earth on this current. And, ahem, this young 
doll here, Henrietta, is new in the Land of the Lost. I believe 


youve met—so would you see to it. . . . ” 


“Certainly, Red Lantern, itll be a pleasure.” Captain Pine 
saluted smartly and turned to Henrietta. “How are you, Hen- 
rietta? Remember me?” he asked. 

“Oh, yes, Captain,” Henrietta replied. “And it was won- 
der-ful the way you captured those horrible cuttlefish. 
Ooooooh, І can’t even talk about them. . . . 1—1 think Pm 
going to faint.” She swayed. 

“Henrietta!” Isabel cried anxiously. “Whats the matter?” 

Red Lantern had a twinkle in his eyes as he said, “Henrietta 
will be all right, but you and Billy won’t unless you get aboard 
this current.” 

It roared up and they all made a leap for it. 

“In—by a fin!” Red Lantern sighed with relief. 

As the Barracuda Flash sped back to the tunnel and the lake, 
they didn’t talk much. Isabel and Billy were too happy to say 
anything, and Red Lantern was thoughtful. 

He left them standing دہ‎ the dock, thrilled and quite dry. 


“Want to come again, tadpoles?” he asked. 
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“Oh, yes, yes,” they chorused. “When? When may we?” 

“Lets see, now,” Red Lantern pondered. “Tomorrow? 
No, tomorrow won't do. I’m going to the Codfish Ball. Of- 
fish-al business will keep me busy until the end of the week. 
Friday's no good, because any fish who sticks his head out of 
water on Friday is likely to end up as a blue-plate lunch. How’s 
next Saturday at the same time?” ; 

“Tt seems а long way off,” Isabel said wistfully, “but well 
be waiting right here.” 

“All right, good-by till then,” Red Lantern called. 

Isabel and Billy watched him until they could no longer see 


even the faintest glow of crimson in the water. 








Knives of the Square T ЖЕТЕ 


FTER a long, long, /omg time it was next Saturday. 
Isabel and Billy were sitting on the edge of the old 
dock, swinging their feet above the water. 

“Oh, Billy, do you suppose Red Lantern is too busy being 
Guiding Light to the Land of the Lost to come today?” Isabel 
said for the tenth time. 

“Well, stop worrying—we're a whole hour early,” Billy 
advised his sister. 

“Maybe he's been here already. How does he know what 
time it is?” А 

“Gosh, Isabel—” Billy broke off as an amused chuckle 
sounded just beneath ел. 
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“You won’t have to answer that question, Billy,” Red Lan- 
tern called, “because here I am! And I have a special sea-livery 
letter for you!” 

“For me? Who could be writing me from the Land of the 
Lost?” Billy reached down and took the letter from Red Lan- 
tern. “Captain Pine, I guess.” 

“Galloping guppies! Why not open it and find out!” Red 
Lantern exclaimed. 


Billy tore open the envelope and read aloud: 


Dear BILLY: 

Just heard that you visited the Land of the Lost last 
week. If you come again, how about floating over my 
way? In case you’re back on Saturday, that is, today, Pll 
be waiting at the Fork Roads. Hope you won’t disappoint 
me. I need your help badly. Your old friend, 

Jack. 


“Jack? Jack?” Billy thought a moment. “Oh, of course, my 
old Jack Knife! And he needs help! Boy, would I like to see 
him! May we go to him, Red Lantern?” 


“Scupper my uppers, why not? You have your magic sea- 


weed with you, haven't you?” 
“Yes! Oh, yes, of course!” they assured him. 


“Then dive in and let’s start rippling because it’s a long trip 
to the Fork Roads.” 
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They needed no urging this time. In less than a second they 
were in the water and hurrying after Red.Lantern down into 
the lake and through the tunnel that led to the sea. 

After they arrived there, they had to change currents twice, 
and, when they got off at last, they walked and walked. Finally, 
they were going up a steep hill. 


“My gracious, Red Lantern,” pufted Isabel, “this path is 
straight up. Pm getting tired!” 

“Cheer up, Isabel, it flattens out at the top.” 

“On the level?” inquired Billy. 


“Precisely. On the sea level,” Red Lantern chuckled. 
“There, just ahead, is the great Table Land.” 


“My, it stretches out a long way,” marveled Billy. “Isn’t 
that a river over toward the right?” 

“Yes, Spoon River. We have to cross it to get where we're 
going.” 

“Spoon River? What a funny name—” Isabel began, when 
a sippy voice interrupted with, “Ssssp—pardon me, are you 
looking for someone?” 

“Why, it’s a big soup spoon talking and walking around by 
himself,” Billy laughed. 

“Naturally,” Red Lantern observed, “the Table Land is 
inhabited by lost silverware. This part belongs to the spoons.” 
Turning to the big soup spoon, he greeted him politely: “How 
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do you do, sir? Pm Red Lantern from King Find-All’s Court 
and these are our guests, Isabel and Billy.” 


“Ssssp . . . it’s a pleasure to meet you, Pm sure,” the spoon 


answered pleasantly. 


“We're on our way to the Fork Roads, Mr. Soup Spoon,” 
Red Lantern told their new friend. “Perhaps you can point 


out the shortest way.” 


“Oh, I can do better than that, Red Lantern. Pll be glad to 
show you to the river. This way, now, Pll go ahead with 
Isabel.” The spoon started toward her. “No, no, my dear, let 
me walk on the other side. The spoon should always be on the 


right, you know.” 


As they went along, many spoons passed them, singly and 
in sets. “Gosh, I never knew there were so many kinds of 
spoons,” Billy exclaimed in amazement. 

“Everything from soup to sherbets, my boy!” The Soup 
Spoon gleamed with pride. 

Just then somebody shouted, “Hold on there, everyone!” 
and a tall, handsome spoon came running up to them. 

“What's the matter, Salahad?” asked the Soup Spoon, as the 
stalwart salad spoon drew nearer. 

. “Something terrible—something terribles happened!” Sala- 
had gasped breathlessly. “My beautiful Lavinia Ladle has dis- 
appeared!” 
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At this, spoons came dashing up from everywhere and col- 
lected around Salahad. 

“Vanished! Gone!” Salahad moaned. “I took her home my- 
self after dinner last night. She hasn't been seen since. Will you 
fellows help me look for her?” 

“Of course, of course, Salahad,” they chorused. 

“Oh, I knew I could count on you,” he cried. “Dan Dipper, 
take a couple of the boys out to the Punch Bowl and work 
around the edge. Soupy, yowre the best one to tackle the Big 
Tureen. She . . . ,” he gulped, “she might have gone skim- 
ming there. And Pll lead a posse of volunteers through the 
the Hollandaise Tunnel. It’s dangerous, but . . . .” 


“Dangerous?” Dan Dipper shouted. “We spoons have been 
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weaned in the very mouth of danger. Come on, boys, let’s sing 


our marching song!” 


And as they swung off by sets behind Salahad Salad Spoon, 


they all rang out with this merry tune: 


We spoons can take it, there's no doubt, 
Ee-I, ay-I, O! 

And likewise we can dish it out, 

Ee-I, ay-I, O! 

With a dozen of us here, 

And a dozen of us there, 

Here a dozen, there a dozen, 

Here and there a dozen dozen, 

We will fish Lavinia out, 

Ee-I, ay-I, O! 


The Soup Spoon apologized: “Sorry, but I must leave you, 
too, Red Lantern. You can see I have to help Salahad. You’re 
very near the river, though. There’s a boat leaving any minute 


that’ll take you right across.” 


“Don’t worry about us,” said Red Lantern. “You’ve been 


more than kind—and good hunting to you!” 


They watched him scurry off. As they approached the river- 
bank, a boat whistle sounded quite near and the next second 


the vessel rounded the bend. - 


: “Why, what a brown, muddy-looking river!” Isabel com- 
mented. “Not clear like the one that flows into our lake. It— 


it looks like gravy.” 
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“Exactly what it is,” Red Lantern chortled, “and the boat 
is a gravy boat.” 

A pleasant voice called, “All aboard that's coming aboard! 
All aboard for the Fork Roads.” 

“Its a woman!” Billy ejaculated. “I never saw a lady boat 
captain before!” 

“Thats right, Sonny,” the lady skipper sang out, “Pm the 
only one down here. Lazy Susan, they call me because Pm 
always turning round and coming back right where 1 started 
from. And Pm starting again! Hurry aboard!” 

Red Lantern, Isabel, and Billy hurried. The little boat 
bobbed about on the gravy river but made good time, and soon 
the other bank loomed ahead. 

“You handle this boat nicely, Susan,” Billy complimented 
her; “must be hard to steer through gravy.” 

“Oh, Pm a killer-diller at the tiller,” laughed Susan, “and 
it’s all right so long as we don’t hit a lump. What was all the 
excitement back in Spoonville?” 

“A young ladle has disappeared rather mysteriously,” Red 
Lantern told her. “Everyone's gone off to search for her.” 

“A ladle,” mused Susan. “Wouldn’t be Lavinia, now, would. 
it?” 

“Yes, that was her name.” 

“Hm, well, they*ve all gone the wrong way then,” Susan 


declared. “I took Lavinia across Spoon River myself, late last 
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night. I think she’s eloped with that gay young tuning fork. 
He met her on the other side. And if you ask ze, she’s in for 
trouble. I don’t believe that tuning fork rings true. Besides, he 
isnt really one of us.” 
Red Lantern considered. “Don’t you think you should tell 
Salahad about it?” 
“Maybe youre right. Dll get word to him on my return 
trip,” Susan promised. 
After she docked the boat neatly, the three passengers 
climbed out and started up the steep bank. At the top was a sign 


on which was painted FORK ROADS—STRAIGHT AHEAD. And a 


short distance away they saw a figure waiting. It waved and 
called: “Billy, Billy, here I am!” 
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Billy and Jack Knife ran to meet each other and then Billy 


introduced him proudly to Red Lantern. 


“Glad to know you, Jack,” he Red Lantern. “I 


can see that you’d never be dull company.” 


Jack sighed. “Thanks, sir, but Pm afraid Pm not sharp 
enough for the rest of the crowd around here. That's why I 
wrote, asking for your help, Billy.” 

“I hope you’re not in serious trouble?” Red Lantern asked 
kindly. 

“No, not exactly, but if youll all come over to Whetstone 
Castle, PI explain. Whetstone Castle,” Jack went on, “is where 
the Knives of the Square Table live.” 

“And who are the Knives of the Square Table?” Billy in- 
quired. 

“The most important blades in knifedom,” Red Lantern 
told him. 

“Yes, sir, that they are,” Jack declared enviously. “The 
trouble is, they won't let me join the Square Table.” 

“They won?t?” Billy demanded incredulously. “Why not, 
Pd like to know! You’re as good as any knife . . .” 

“It’s not that, exactly,” Jack interrupted. “They claim Pm 
still young and untried and you have to prove your metal before 
yowre considered worthy to be taken in.” 

“Aw, they’ll change their minds when I tell em all you did 


for me,” Billy asserted. 
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“Oh, would you, Billy? Would you do that for me?” Jack 
asked eagerly. 


“Of course I would!” 


“Come on, then. There's a meeting at the Castle going on 
this minute. Oh, Pd rather be a Knife of the Square Table than 


anything in the world.” 


Jack took the lead across a broad green park, the others fol- 
lowing. They reached the walls of an ancient gray castle. “We 


knives take a short cut through this side door,” Jack directed. 


Down a narrow passage they went, single file. From some- 
where ahead of them came the sound of singing, and, as they 


drew nearer, they could make out the words: 


On guard! Knives of the Table Square, 
Comrades of stainless steel, 

Quite without reproach, 

Every blade unafraid to deal 

With crime, peril, or tyranny, 
Knowing that come what may 


We have made a pledge that our edge ever sharp will stay! 


What if the bread is stale? 

What if the meat is tough? 

Obstacles aren't enough when we start getting rough! 
For we're knives, knives of the Table Square, 
Nothing can blunt our zeal— 


Test us if you must, we won't rust, you can trust stainless steel ! 
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Jack opened a heavy door just wide enough for them to slip 
through into a great hall almost as big as the Grand Oceanic 
Terminal. Banners and war flags decorated the walls. On all 
four sides of the Square Table standing in the center, tall, 
strong, gleaming knives stood at attention, singing. 

At the end of the song, a deep voice boomed through the 
hall. “Attention, Sir Knives,” it commanded, “answer the 
roll!” 

“By the rip tide,” exclaimed Red Lantern, “that’s the Great 
Horn Spoon himself at the head of the table. He’s the Liege 
Lord of the Table Land!” 

The roll call was beginning: “Sir Keen Carver?” 

“Present, пога.” 

“Sir Inkton Penknife?” 

“Prrrrresent!” 


“Sir Slicewell Cakecutter?” 


“Here!” 

“Sir Crusty Breadknife?” 
“Here!” 

“Sif Pieman'... 27° 


Just then, Billy sneezed with a loud, resounding “Ker- 
chooooo!” which echoed throughout the vast hall. 


Instantly, the knives were on edge. “Pon my blade, who 


was that?” demanded one in a terrible voice. 
“Me, sir, Billy.” 
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“An carth boy!” exclaimed Sir Slicewell, “by all that chisels, 
how did you get in here?” 


“I—I brought him, Sir Keen,” admitted Jack Knife. 


“Ho! How dare you interrupt this meeting?” Sir Keen 


roared. 

“Because you told me, sir, that if I could get someone to 
testify for me, I might be el-eligible to join the Square Table.” 
Jack’s voice quavered, but he stood his ground. 


Sir Keen was distinctly annoyed, “We've no time today 


to » 


The Great Horn Spoon did not let him finish. “Since you 
gave your word, Sir Keen, and the applicant has produced his 
witness, he should be heard.” And turning to Billy, he asked: 
“My lad, what can you tell us on behalf of this candidate?” 

Billy stepped forward and began eagerly, “Well, sir, when 
Jack belonged to me, he could carve any kind of wood, and he 
Just couldn't miss at mumblety-peg. 2.29 

The knives laughed loudly. “Mumblety-peg!” one mocked. 
“A game for idlers and children!” 

But the Great Horn Spoon was more considerate. “Every 
blade at this table, Billy, has deeds of high renown and achieve- 
ment to his credit. Sir Inkton Penknife served a famous writer 
for twenty years and never broke a pencil point. Sir Keen once 
cut through a wire that was choking a helpless animal, and 


those nicks on Sir Slicewell's blade came from many a valiant 
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struggle in the home of a bride who was learning to cook.” 


“J still get a pain in the nick оп baking day,” Sir Slicewell 
groaned. 
“What can you tell us of Jack Knife that compares with such 


exploits as these?” finished the Great Horn Spoon. 


Desperately, Billy tried again. “Well, there was the time 
when my dad forgot his doorkey and Jack pried open the 


window. . . .” 


But the knives stopped him. “No risk involved,” they 
replied. 

They weren’t going to take Jack! Billy could just feel that it 
was hopeless, but he didn’t give up. “Maybe he never had a 
chance at anything really big,” he said, “but as long as I had 
him, he did everything I wanted him to and did it well. I don’t 


see what more anyone could ask!” 

Even Sir Keen was impressed with Billy’s sincerity. He 
spoke more gently, “It’s a good start, I grant you, but it’s not 
enough. Come back, Jack Knife, when you’re a little older. 
Perhaps you?ll have carved out more of a career by then.” 

Disappointed at the verdict, Jack Knife and his friends 
turned to leave the hall. As they reached the main door, some- 
one outside began pounding on it and shouting, “Sir Keen! 
Sir Crusty! Knives of the Square Table!” 

“Enter!” roared the Knives. “Who is it? What do you want?” 


The door was flung open and two small knives rushed in. 
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“Bless my scales!” exclaimed Red Lantern. “A pair of butter 
knives,” 

The first was nearly breathless. “My Lord Spoon and sirs,” 
he managed to blurt out. 

“Go on, go on,” the Knives encouraged them. 

“Weve just run all the way from Sugar Loaf Pass, and—” 

“Zounds!” Sir Inkton roared. “Don’t tell me another Tong 
War has broken out!” 

“Oh, по, sir. It’s the Great Silver Chest—it’s—it’s up there 
—at Sugar Loaf Pass!” 

“You mean the chest that was stolen by highwaymen at the 
Fork Roads last week?” Sir Crusty demanded. 

“Yes, the robbers must have abandoned it, but that's not 
all,” the two little knives clattered on together. “There” some- 
one locked up inside! A damsel!” 


“A damsel!” the Knives cut in, astonished. 
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“Yes, and in dire distress. Nobody can open the padlock 


which fastens the chest!” 


“Fellow Knives,” Sir Keen clanged above the din, “it is the 
call to arms! Is there one among us who would not risk his 


blade to save an imprisoned damsel?” 
“Nay! To the rescue!” they clamored. 


And with a great clashing and muttering of threats, off 
marched every single Knife of the Square Table, followed by 
Isabel, Billy, Jack Knife, and Red Lantern. 


At last the gallant company reached a desolate pass between 
two high hills, and there, before them, lay a massive silver chest, 
fastened with a big padlock. The Knives of the Square Table 
gathered around and observed it sharply. Then they lined up 
and one by one tried to hack open the lock. But all failed—and 
they continued to fail, though they tried again and again, until 
each one fell back, dulled and dented. 


Sir Keen groaned, “I can do no more. My stanchest efforts 


do not even mar the surface!” 
A faint voice from inside the chest called, “Help! Save me!” 


Jack Knife pushed forward impulsively. “Let me have a go 
at it,” he begged. 

Sir Keen waved him back. “No, no. There’s room here for 
none but the tried and true.” 

Crestfallen, Jack turned away. The prisoner moaned again, 


so faintly they could scarcely hear her. 
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“Up and at the padlock once more, Inkton, old fellow,” Sir 


Crusty urged. “It’s the only chance.” 


“But Inkton's bent already and you can't pick a strong lock 


with a penknife,” objected Sir Slicewell. 


Sir Inkton rose slowly. “I can but try, Sir Slicewell,” he said 
gallantly, and bravely he attempted again to pry open the pad- 
lock. All at once there was a snap and a groan. He fell back and 


lay still. 
“Sir Inkton’s hurt! He’s broken his blade!” Billy cried. 
“Stand back, everyone,” Sir Keen ordered. “Lay him over 


here—casy now. Ah, my poor friend. Never let it be said that 


a Knife of the Square Table wasn’t up to scratch.” 


“All of us have done our best,” Sir Slicewell mourned, “but 


we have failed.” 


“Then let me have a chance at it,” Jacks confident young 
voice broke in. “I can’t do worse than fail and maybe 1 


succeedir +. 


“Get away, you persistent young upstart,” Sir Crusty cried 
angrily. “Go back in the rank and file where you belong. 
How dare you think yox can do what all of us could not?” 

“That’s it, sir,” Jack said quickly. “I can do it just because 
of my file. It’s true an ordinary knife can’t dent that chest 
or pick the catch or cut a hole in the side, but Pm a Jack of All 
Blades—I can saw the whole padlock off with my file!” 
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He leaped forward and set to work. Soon the sparks were 
fiying; metal filings began to pile up on the ground, and, at 
last, the padlock itself fell off. Exhausted though he was by his 
exertions, Jack helped the others raise the lid. They all peered 


into the chest. 
“Who is it?” inquired Sir Crusty. 


“Why, it’s a perfectly lovely silver—” Isabel was interrupted 
by a moan from the half-conscious victim who lay without 


moving on the red plush floor of the chest. 
“Salahad—where are you?” she murmured. 


“By the scars on my scabbard, it’s Lavinia Ladle from across 
Spoon River!” exclaimed Sir Keen. “What are you doing here, 
Your Ladleship?” 


“I was locked up,” Lavinia moaned, “locked up by that 
wicked tuning fork. I should never have listened to him. He 
turned out to be nothing but a piece of pewter. Oh, what shall 


I do? Salahad will never forgive me!” 


“Nonsense, Lavinia, of course he will,” Red Lantern de- 
clared. “And he’ll probably be here any moment now, for the 
butter knives have gone to spread the news of your rescue all 
over Table Land.” 

‘Lavinia sighed happily, as, tenderly, the Knives assisted her 
out of the chest. “And, dear Sir Keen,” her silvery voice tinkled 


on, “how can I thank you and the other brave Knives?” 
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“Do not thank zs, Your Ladleship,” Sir Keen replied 


gravely. “It was one hero—one alone, who rescued you.” 
“And who is he?” 
“The youngest Knife of the Square Table,” Sir Keen 
young q > 
answered. “Come forward, Sir Jack!” 
7. 
“Y ou—you mean me?” Jack Knife stammered. 
У, 


“We mean youl” the Knives of the Square Table shouted, 


and, all gathering round in a gleaming array, they sang in his 
honor: 


Arise, Knife of the Table Square! 
Jack, you have met the test— 
‚You have won your crest, 


It’s a sure thing you're one of the best! 


“Arise, Knife of the Table Square!” 
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Isabel and Billy would never forget the picture Jack Knife 
made as, surrounded by the Knives of the Square Table, they 


sang him into the most sacred precinct of Knifedom. 
“Arise, Knife of the Table Square!” 


The words of the song hummed along with them as they 
traveled with Red Lantern on the current back to carth. They 
could hear the voices echoing, even when they were back 


again, sitting on the rough, bleached boards of the dock. 


In the fading sunlight the familiar boards appeared somber, 
but, in reality, they were the same washed-out gray they had 
always been. And everything else was just as they had left it 
that morning. There was the rowboat with yellow oars, tied up 
at its usual place. There was home at the top of the smooth, 
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green hill. 


Somehow, though, it seemed lonely when they looked down 
at the lake, for not a ripple stirred the water, where only a 


moment ago a gleaming red light had streaked away. 


Isabel and Billy looked at each other and out toward the 
spot where Red Lantern had disappeared. But it was true! They _ 
had been to the Land of the Lost. On the first trip they had 
found Henrietta—this time, Jack Knife. And they were certain 
they would be able to return again and again because Red 


Lantern had promised to take them and in their hands each 


held a piece of magic seaweed. 
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These were their passports to all the other marvelous places 
in the Land of the Lost . . . to the Castle of Lost Crowns, the. 
Mansion of Lost Sleep, the Armory of Lost Weapons. Two 


small pieces of seaweed would allow them to pass through the 
Maze of Lost Mirrors and reach the Pot of Gold at the End of 


the Rainbow. 





60 


About 
the 
Author 





Countless radio listeners know the voice 
and stories of Isabel Manning Hewson. She 
was a pioneer woman radio commentator, 
developed a very successful food program, 
and finally achieved her greatest triumph 
with the popular Land of the Lost broad- 
casts. Mrs. Hewson says she has had the idea 
since she was a child and dreamed of going 
with her brother, Billy, to a land where all 
lost toys eventually drifted. She lives in New 
York, and is author, producer and narrator 
of the Blue Network children's program, 
The Land of the Lost. 


About 
the 
Artist 





Olive Bailey, whose beautiful pictures 
decorate THE LAND OFTHE LOST, was born in 
Dayton, Ohio, and as a small child travelled 
throughout the west with her family. Her 
art training started with the long hours she 
stood at her mother's side as she sat at her 
easel, for the mother also was a gifted artist. 
Miss Bailey studied painting at the Univer- 
sity of Detroit. A few years ago she married 
a British-born artist, Arno Scheiding, with 
whom she pursues her art career. 


OTHER WHITTLESEY HOUSE JUNIOR BOOK SUGGESTIONS 


A DONKEY FOR THE KING 
by OLIVE PRICE, 
illustrated by VALENTI ANGELO 


A tender and appealing story of Dusty, 
the little Donkey that carried Our Lord 
into Jerusalem, and of little lame Joshua 
who loved him. Jealously led arrogant 
Philip to persecute Joshua and Dusty, 
and there is suspense and excitement in 
their attempts to save themselves. The 
climax occurs when Philip is lost in the 
mountains and Joshua and Dusty travel 
through the storm to his rescue. 
Valenti Angelo's illustrations reflect the 
spirit of the story perfectly. $1.75, 


Ages 8-12 


AMERICAN CARAVAN 
by FRANCES FROST, 
illustrated by LEE TOWNSEND 


The rollicking Pettigrew family takes 
a cross-country jaunt, gathering animal 
friends as they go. Everybody has fun — 
and learns the story of our country’s 
growth to boot! A rebus in verse with 
$1.75 


hundreds of colorful pictures. 


Ages 8-12 


THE EXCITING ADVENTURES OF 
WALDO 


by EARL апа LINETTE BURTON, 
illustrated by HELEN STONE 


Waldo has many adventures in the 
river — escapes some cruel boys, weathers 
а storm, leads a tugboat to safety, to name 
a few. Then, he lands on a beach near 
Kit's house and finds happiness until the 
arrival of a live duck with a broken wing. 
But Waldo saves Kit's life and this de- 
lightful story of a little duck's search for 
a friend reaches a satisfactory conclusion. 
Charming and unusual pictures in color. 

$2.00 


Ages 6-10 


MICKEY, 


The Horse that Volunteered 
by CARL GLICK, 


Author of Shake Hands with the Dragon 
Three Times I Bow + Double Ten 


illustrated by BILL CRAWFORD 


The true story of a strawberry roan 
who insisted on joining the United States 
Cavalry. He caused plenty of trouble, too, 
before he fought in the Philippines and 
became a hero. His is a wonderful story, 
full of excitement and adventure. $1.50 


All Ages 


WHITTLESEY HOUSE + McGraw-Hill Building - New York 18 











Whittlesey 


House 





